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EDITORIAL
Unlike the winter issue, this issue of Hi\a does not revolve around a
theme. Much of the work in this issue could be described as experimental,
not because these artists and writers are trying to be different; rather,
because many of them are engaging in new, personal, artistic challenges.
Therefore we are proud to offer such an eclectic issue, ranging in scope
from Pam Welsh's surreal poem "Towards a Visionary Eucharist" to Doug
Dowd's graphic play, "Burton Eats".
The brevity of this issue is no accident. We were forced to reject many
publishable manuscripts simply because we could not afford to print them.
The Hit{a staff would like to thank its generous patrons who made it possi'
ble to publish this issue. Also, we extend our congratulations to the win'
ners of the Hi\a awards. It should be noted that the Edgar Collings Bogar'
dus Prize for poetry is not being awarded this year in recognition of the
overall excellence achieved by our contributors.
This issue is dedicated to the memory of a man who has been a great
source of inspiration for us: James A. Wright — poet, teacher, Pulitzer
Prize winner, and a student contributor and editor of this journal.
I would like to thank the members of my staff for their hard work and
creative enthusiasm, and especially Jean Milligan and Jay Cobau for their
special contributions.

Stuart Sheppard
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LOVE
Bells,
and violins.
I thought
"WARMING TREND
IN NORTHEAST."
I would hear
"BELLS,
AND VIOLINS,
DETAILS AT ELEVEN."
Bells.
Or violins.
(I thought.)

!•

R.T.F. Inman
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THE ASSAULT
The automated doors inhale;
rubber runners pinch the plates of glass and steel
expectant like pursed lips.
My back itches from the static,
the crowd pounding the doors,
the man whose fist mid'air
caught the friction of the resolute doors
as the train lunged forward.
Hands grope for cold steel.
The slow assimilation of parcels and overcoats,
the temporary dispersal of a mercury bead,
diffused over the plastic seats,
jolted we are congealed
in the hollow of the tunnel.
The man with the monogrammed briefcase
hesitates before his reflection;
he wants to kiss the grimy glass
but the doors open
spilling him into the heat of the platform.
He is lost—
his head bobbing as he approaches the escalator.
A woman has warned me
of the frequent cases of molestation
and assault on the New York City subways.
"Whatever you do...
don't look at him,
don't talk to him,
don't move if he touches you,
don't encourage him,
They go away."
The moist taste of urine,
the forced streams of hot air
billowing from the metal grateszephyrs in the fetid tunnel.
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People rush into my arms,
I push them through the tunvstile,
deposit my copper tokenyesterday's edition of the New York Times
bruises my shins.
I am running now
against the heat and stench.
The doors close behind me.
The subway car is wide as a high school cafeteria,
long rows of institutional tables in an "L" shape;
aneseptic steel,
the edges draw blood.
I sit at the second table:
my head is bowed
as I recite the catechism
counting the letters in my name;
my hands pressed into my lap
becoming arthritic as they meet
fingertip against fingertip.
The air is yellow
the florescent panels abeyant
gorged by the bowed heads.
It comes from the periphery
lumbering, heavy
the swaying trunk of a man,
arms dead,
hammers pealing in the nocturnal
shell of a skull.
He comes for me in a blur
like the pining of a scavenger's circle,
in and out of my protective vision—
the weight of a pendulum
heaving to open daylight.
It is so dark,
I see only the flash of white—
the radiant underside of his flat palms,
the explosive knuckles,
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tobacco stained fingers:
a clutch of plastic.
The slow blinding stride,
the palpable golden formhe is behind me
breathing into the folds of my hair
teetering on the cushions of his shoes.
I smell him.
His taste is on my lips.
A hand closes around my ravished face.
I swell, I choke, I am inflated
then eaten slowly.
In his stomach
I try to reshape myself
but am digested.

Ann Biddle
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UNTITLED JOURNAL ENTRY
Sharon Norkin
She really did resemble a lit'
tie bird. A wren perhaps, or a
sparrow hopping about with
that perpetually delighted in'
quisitiveness. Her hair, a nut
brown, was held impatiently
away from her plain little face
as though it could only be a
hindrance.
I have tried to write about
her; I'm always thinking
about her. Her actions,
thoughts, and dreams were
guileless, unconsciously
touching. There is an aching
as I try to capture her joyous
simplicity because I am so
afraid that I may fail. The
words can so easily sound
trite, but if I never get her
down on paper she'll always
be an exquisite tease, just
eluding my grasp. Words like
"good" and "kind" are too in'
distinct—while they say what
I mean they can't say what I
feel. The very prospect of at'
tempting to paint her portrait
with words is daunting—de'
fying as she did, all usual
descriptions.
She had an eagerness for life
that was albencompassing
and almost hungry. It seemed
that she always had so much
to do, and found pleasure in
doing almost anything. I
remember that even as an
adult she delighted in making
"fairy fires," with four cross'

ed sticks pushed into the
April earth, across which one
last twig completed the spit.
It was a secret, half shame
faced pleasure to be able thus
to provide leaf stew for her
acorn people.
She fell in love once. She

v>r*7 //

r

s

7 ,

.

-i

Jennifer Siegenthaler

fell in love with the same
depth and fervor that
characterized everything she
did in life, unable to do
anything with half a heart.
He did seem to recognize that
uniquely rare spark of vital
spirit in her. I knew he
marvelled at the way she em'
braced life, utterly thrilled by
the small things he took for
granted. Still, he did not love
her. Yes, he was fond of her,
but I was angered because I
knew that he regarded her as
8

one would a winsome spaniel
or a curious child. He could
not love her and this she
knew and understood far bet'
ter than I was able to. He
loved another (of course) and
she was glad for him, she real'
ly was. She maintained that
he and his fiance were right
for each other in every way. I
would have felt very sorry for
myself but, inexplicably, she
cheerfully accepted her lot
and never admitted to any
jealousy. She did reprove me
for calling him a blind idiot
and said that she was surpris'
ed by my resentment. Actual'
ly, I should have known bet'
ter; her hurt would be very
solitary but never bitter. Ceu
tainly one would never guess
that I was two years older
than she was.
She never did fall in love
again. As prosaic as it sounds
I really do believe that she
was one of those people who
are only meant to harbor one
great romantic love in their
hearts. It's funny, but I think
that even if someone else had
fallen in love with her she
would never even have notiC'
ed. She had found her love,
had ticked it off like an item
on a list, and had stacked it
on her shelf to be dusted OC'
casionally with other compib
ed curios.
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Read Baldwin

So I watched her rejoice
every spring and exclaim as
each new bulb sprouted a bud
that peeped hesitantly
through the soil to blink at
the sky. It was always a habit
of hers to have at least one
flower gracing her kitchen
table—a habit I adopted.
And I watched her face
light up as she heard of my
fiance for the first time. Tak'
ing my hands she yanked
them excitedly as she hopped
up and down till we were
both too breathless to laugh.
When the twins were born I
gladly accepted the matching
quilts (yellow, to be on the
safe side) that she had
painstakingly knitted. She
begged me not to have more
than ten children and cau'
tioned me that if I did she
might have to resort to mak'
ing booties instead of
blankets.
You know, I've often
wondered exactly why she
was my friend. It wasn't that
she lived vicariously through

me—she never felt that need I
know. In fact, I really feel
that I had always needed her
more than she needed me.
The common, everyday
mysteries of life fired her
thoughts and filled her days
more completely than could
any one friend. But we grew
together, or maybe she was
born fully grown. Surely at
thirty'five she was the
youngest woman I had ever
known. Or the oldest child.
On one of those crisply brit'
tie January mornings I
stamped into her little kitchen
to join her for a cup of tea.
She looked unusually pale
that morning and her smile
seemed a little strained. Even
the customary single rose in
its little vase looked
somewhat faded. I was alarm'
ed and asked her if she was
alright. She waved me away,
laughing shakily, and told me
to stop hovering. She said her
cat had finally had her kittens
and that she had stayed up
late the night before watching
9

over them. I said that was
typical. She said it was
fascinating and would I let
the twins have one. I said
yes, more to please her than
the twins, as in their short
careers they had already ac'
quired two gerbils, a dog, a
rabbit (pregnant, naturally),
and six goldfish. Quite an ex'
tensive menagerie for a pair of
seven years olds. As she bent
over the box of sleeping kit'
tens I watched her glowing
face suspiciously. I had seen
her sway a bit as she carried
the saucers to the sink and I
wondered if she had been en'
tirely truthful with me. I told
her I was worried and despite
her protests called her doctor
and made an appointment for
her. She smiled indulgently at
me and agreed to go see the
doctor the following after'
noon. Then, brushing some
fallen petals off the table, she
shooed me out of the house
claiming that a day like this
merited a walk to the park.
Cautioning her to take it
easy, knowing she wouldn't, I
trudged back home cursing
the fact that one of the
residents of the twins' zoo
had shredded my mittens.
She dutifully kept her ap'
pointment with the doctor
who then asked her to return
the following day for more
complete tests. The next
Saturday she came over to
help the children bake bread
and naturally they were
thrilled because they knew
I'd let them destroy the kit'
chen for one glorious after'
noon. Later, as two dubious
loaves were baking in the
oven, she and I began to talk,
pausing occasionally to listen

against my hair. I looked at
her suddenly, realizing.
Stupidly I asked her if she had
cried. She laughed briefly, her
eyes filling, and replied that,
yes, she had cried. She
assured me that she was not a
martyr—she knew she hadn't
been well for sometime, so
she'd had a lot of time to un*
tangle the skeins in her mind.
Leaning forward suddenly
she said it was very impop
tant to explain. Her hands
clasped tightly on her knees,
eyes slightly feverish, she
began to speak. I'm sure many
people have faced death as
she did, but her courage was
something I almost didn't
understand—but fiercely en'
vied. Slowly and deliberately
she explained that she had
enjoyed every piece and pop
tion of her life: every relation'
ship, every friend, every ex'
perience. I could see the mute
struggle in her eyes as she
fought to describe her feel'

to the twins laughing and
chasing each other in the
snow. I remarked that she
seemed quiet and less
energetic than usual, and ask'
ed what the doctor had said.
She looked at me carefully,
then began to trace the
paisley pattern on her teacup
as she spoke. Looking back
now, I know she was con'
structing her sentences as
painstakingly as the twins
were building their snowman
on the front walk. The doctor
had told her the day before
that she had an untreatable
form of cancer.
My reactions were pre
bably very run of the mill. I
seemed to feel everything at
once—disbelief, horror, fear,
anger, sorrow—but I hate
checking off my emotions like
items on a shopping list. Ab'
surdly, she was soon comfop
ting me, soothing with in'
distinguishable murmurings

ings. She looked at me
hopefully, searching for my
understanding as she explain'
ed that it was quite alright for
her to die; it was okay, for
there had been no wasted
moments. She then looked
dissatisfied and I knew she
felt her words to be inadc
quate. It didn't really matter
though—she had explained
things as best they could be
explained.
Just then the twins burst
in, eager to complete their
snowman but needing the re
quisite carrot for a nose,
raisins for eyes. Gathering
her jacket she left me in the
kitchen sitting at the table,
stirring my tea round and
round till the clink of the
spoon began to jar my nerves.
One twin returned to say
that a flower was needed for
a buttonhole and grabbed for
the rose on the table. Reluc
tantly, I let her have it.
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THE PLAY'S THE THING
'for David Thomas

Polyester jackets, brown ties, shiny shoes take the stage;
a screamin' Jerry Lee pomp on that one, an Italian mustache on this,
another grown huge, Behemoth, bursting his buttons, socks show'
ing white between black loafers and upwardmoving cuffs;
(Good lord, by my green candle, I'm fat enough, aren't I);
the Holiday Inn lounge band on an off night.
Notes begin jangling out, sounds of keys, strings, skins;
.thick chords distorted in unison, solo lines running off center,
buzzes, hums, colorings of rung bells, shook maracas, slid
whistles;
"sure as shit is the weirdest goddamn stuff I ever heard;
flash of strumming hands, slapping sticks;
Beefheart'like opaque melodies, tunes for the nuclear age
One player merely makes noises;
cords patched, knobs twirled, buttons pressed - mechanical waves,
computerized ants, sounds of the Industrial Renaissance;
immaculate beard, the look of the programmer, controlling the music
of the city, the metropolis, the wasteland;
"360° OF SIMULATED STEREO."
The big one sings, heliunvvoiced banshee screams, squeaks, screeches;
"Fred Flintstone with a bowling ball in his shorts;"
words spat out, octaves changing, notes unimportant, technique
disregarded;
drinking chloraseptic like water, sweating through every pore,
straining with every muscle.
Disjointed sounds of tuning, plunking, fiddling, turn to vamping behind
this story;
music slowly building, growing, surging, chords denser, volume higher,
lights brighter ' all squelched by the chubby arms waving "Down,
down;"
(Do you want me to ruin myself for these buffroons?);
story continuing, the song, not to mention the point, lost forever.
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Eraserhead rock'and'roll star, an alien in the real world;
a child shitring his pants at the choir rehearsal;
Fatty Arbuckle, the Coke bottle sticking out, trying to explain;
"I'm not communicating this very well, am I?";
our father, our king.
Beached whale, Leviathan, floundering for something to grab on to, some
way to make it through the day, the night, the life;
flabby unpuffed Gillespie'cheeks drawn up into a tin'Soldier smile,
trying to ease the tension, making it more noticable, more
forced, more pressured, thicker, heavier;
hand pounding hand, soft flesh cushioning confusion, nervousness,
insecurity, guilt.
The whole bit an act, the act so good it seems real, like a dream;
(He's not so stupid, the idiot);
perfectly planned mistakes, surrealist actor pretending forgetfulness
amid more obviously feigned disgust, arms thrown up, thumbs
jerked, heads shaken gloomily;
the normality of extended distortion;
"THE MODERN DANCE."
Unraveling masquerade, enough to see the illusion, enough to see the
reality beneath—a comedian's real fear, natural frustrations,*
disappointment;
(At last you're acting like a real man);
problems with the mix, the road, the crowd.

"HAVE YOU HEARD ABOUT THE HOUSE?;"

stretching spandex, crinkling latex;
short skirts with boots, leopard skin and heels, jumpsuits with
tennies;
thin lapels, thinner ties, pointy shoes;
buttons, pins, everywhere—too dark for plastic sunglasses, too
suburban for pink hair.
Heads bobbing, shoulders swaying, feet tapping mechanically, automatically,
unthinkingly;
blank empty faces stare at this overgrown puppet, wondering what
he's up to;
"It's real good, 'cept that singer guy keeps fuckin' up;"
ovepzealous avengers of normalcy waiting for something to jump on,
for something to go wrong and force them into reaction;
a pair of dancers shot down by the mass, one guy's middle finger
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draws the bouncer;
"UNIQUE IDEAS LEAD TO PRISON;"
settled complacency, polite applause, the exuberance of the middle
class.

Ubu struggles on bravely, resignedly, knowing it isn't working;
"I'm not getting the point across";
existential lessons of the beat, with no chance of being understood,
accepted, acted upon;
a freak show, the human zoo;
(Half a loaf is better than no loaf at all);
the band continues, the show goes on, the meaning stops at the foot
of the stage;
finally, no longer able to take it, they give short thanks, mutter
goodbyes, and leave.
The crowd begins to break up, mumbling, grumbling;
"I don't like it. I've heard a lot of it and, frankly, I don't
like it;"
surprisingly a few stick around, call them back for more, cheering,
stomping, redeeming a small portion of humanity;
returning to the stage the musicians seem more relaxed, less self'
conscious, but less committed;
going through the paces now, giving them what they want rather than
what they need.
Expectations of interaction go unanswered as the cars file singly from
the lot, heading for a few hours hurried sleep before the morning
whistle calls them out again;
"ANTS, THE LITTLE ANTS, THEY WORK VERY HARD ALL DAY, BUT THE
GRASSHOPPERS JUST WANTS TO JUMP IN THE POOL AND HAVE A
GOOD TIME;"
he sits backstage wondering vaguely about this life on the road, on
the run ' never settling down, no security, uncomfortableness
when not on stage, the inability to exist rolcless;
(Fatal imprudence);
sighing, he rises, lumbering weary bones, and heads for his own bit
of troubled repose, and a suprisingly similar morning;
for him, though, tommorrow is another town, might be a
"NEW PICNIC TIME."
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PORTOBELLO ROAD
The pasty ooze hands make when touching fish,
The crimson caves of collector's items,
The sea of sidewalk clothing waving like flags;
all dilate the pores of our tendrils
as we crawl by.
An old woman, rusty body quivering,
cradles a gramaphone.
She quavers to a scratchy opera,
a toothless prima donna.
A man, body aflame,
reaches with his violin, an extension of his arm, ,
and sears the doughy faces that
stop long enough to listen.
A boy, hair an Easter'egg green,
eyes that prick me with leathery mockery,
and you,
you crawl on,
so stiff,
so cold
like a starched oxford shirt.
Bridget Donohue
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BURTON EATS
A SHORT PLAY
BURTON, A Parakeet.
KEVIN.
Douglas Dowd
The set is a l{itchen and an adjoining outer room in a wood frame
house. There is a window, and through it we see that it is snowing. A
caged parakeet sits on a table in the larger outer room. KEVIT^l sits
nearby in a wooden chair. The general feeling is one of sparse comfort.
KEVIN
Hey Burton. Burton, have you eaten anything yet? You gotta eat, you
know that. Fucking skinny bird. She's got the only anorexic parakeet in the
world. I know how you are, you want to be such the individualist. You
probably want people food, is your problem. People eat burgers and
stroganoff and stuff, Burton; birds eat seeds; small things that you can get
in your mouth. Flies. Pebbles. Know your place, okay?
(Pause.)
I'm sorry. I'm sorry.
(Pause.)
Any sign of her? There's no Plymouth by the beach house yet. Hmm. She
said Tuesday. Tuesday by suppertime. Today is what day, Burton? It's
Friday. Stinking Friday. Tuesday it snows, I shovel. Wednesday it snows,
I shovel again. Yesterday I shoveled twice. You begin to feel pretty foolish.
Plus a person can only watch so much Flintstones, you know what I mean?
Would you please eat? Eat I said. You know it's my butt if you starve.
(Pause.)
Do you think she's angry? She gets mad often enough, she could be. But it
shouldn't be my fault, if so. I'm constantly doing things all over this place. I
shovel the snow. I change the ashtrays. I brew the coffee. I feed you.
(Pause.)
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This is punishment. Punishment is exactly what it is. I failed some kind of
test. I didn't cry or something when she left, so now I don't care about her.
I don't give two dirty socks, do I? I probably don't care enough to notice
she's three days late. We are obviously still learning about each other is all
I have to say. Because she'd know better than that. I don't tend to show
my feelings all that much. I'm not a gusher, you know what I mean? I don't
necessarily get these things across so great. I dunno. But anybody who
knows me oughtta well know. I mean it's clear. The people that bug me are
the gushers. They put you on the spot so much, like this kind of stuff is no
problem to talk about. Blah blah blah blah feelings, tenderness, shit; blah
blah blah. Plus the people who have to slobber their personal problems all
over creation, just to get an ear. Sometimes you can't even see across the
room, there's so much crap in the air. Talkers.
(Pause. Kevin pours himself a cup of coffee.)
She asks me up to live and I come. Straightaway I come; happy about it,
I'm singing all the time to get a chance to be with her like this. Meeting
you was nice. She helped me so much through Mom dying. Okay, I'm
maybe too old for that, but it fucked with my head. So things are nice. But
then I don't react right, there's some mysterious thing I'm not doing. And I
get nervous, you know, I shut up because I don't understand.
(Pause.)
She can't own me, Burton. She can't make me be dependent on her, so I'm
going through some kind of withdrawl when she's not here for five
minutes. I'm a solitary unit, baby. But then I don't have the fucking
Plymouth, do I? I'm miles from anything, it's January like no January I've
seen, and I'm from Cleveland, for God's sake. You get a fair little winter on
the east side of Cleveland, Burton. So I got no car and not a whole lot of
food left, either. Here I am, Plymouthless in Nowhereville. Screw her
sometimes. I know it bothers you when I bitch about her, but screw her
anyway. Shoveling snow for no arrival is humiliating. It is. Listen to me
whine. Burton, don't laugh at me. I deserve it, I know but I couldn't bear
to be laughed at by her fucking bird.
(Pause.)
Like me more than her, will you? I'm a good person. I am. I don't always
have the joke in a conversation or anything, even though I don't have that
many conversations, period; and I don't exactly blow anybody away with
my genius, either; I'm no Einstein; no, I definitely am no Einstein, am I?
(Where am I, you know?) But I do okay for an average guy. I'm a good, de*
cent, middle'of'the'road sort of guy. I'm not going to cure cancer, but I help
people when I get a chance. I used to be a lifeguard; lifeguarding is helpful
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work, don't you think? I can tell you honestly, I musta had a dozen saves.
Seriously. It wasn't all that heroic, they were all about eight years old, but
I pulled them out just the same. No shit. One kid got real blue once, and
we nearly freaked, but he came back. After Larry did the mouth'tcmouth.
His fat mother was a wreck in the meantime, though; I got her to handle,
and I had no idea what to do with her. She was a temton psycho. A
screaming basketball. Because she didn't think her baby would come back.
I wonder about mine.
(Pause.)
Ours.
(Pause.)
Fuck off.
(Pause.)
Burton. Do you want some more food? You haven't eaten yet, I guess you
don't want any food at all. Is it that you miss her or do you just hate me.
Either is fine, just tell me, okay? I'm a big boy, I can take it. Maybe you're
sick. Are you sick? I have a cold. Can I smoke a cigarette? Do you mind?
Thank you so, Burton. You've been really great to me, as far as tobacco
goes. If you'd only eat.
(Kevin lights a cigarette)
You are very lucky, being a bird. You're part of the natural set'up. As op'
posed to being human, I mean. Which is anything but natural. You don't
know what I'm talking about. Birds—parakeets—all birds, I guess—you
don't think, like people do. You do, but not really. You don't think emc
tionally. You know when you're hungry, or cold, or experiencing pain, or
when you're in danger. You know? Physical stuff. But you don't say, gee,
she gave me a real crummy look just there, or, I hate it when dad makes me
get the toast, or, I love the smell of burning leaves because I remember
walking to the stadium to see a game. Both of those last two things are sort
of family memories. The kitchen being blue, me not liking coffee yet, Mom,
Father and the goddam toast. See I think things like that, I'm a person.
Memories. History. You are a parakeet—a very wonderful parakeet, but a
parakeet nonetheless—you think about eating and sleeping. Do you sleep?
Plus you eat seeds, and not chiliburgers, which is your loss. I need a drink.
No I don't, that's ridiculous, it's four o'clock; I just said that. I will need
another cigarette soon. I'm being really alienating, aren't I? No wonder I
have so few conversations. Burton—do you ever feel crappy inside? Not
like disease or anything, I mean like your belly draws tight because you've
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run into a wall in your brain about how you feel, or just because you're
lonely? No. Shithead.
(Pause.)
What I'm trying to express is that Nature and me are different, and it bugs
me. Nature makes these innocent circles. I've been thinking about this. I
watch the ocean, like I did this morning; I watch the ocean, and I see the
waves come and come and come, one after another, a zillion million in a
row; more than that; they come and come, falling over themselves. The
shells live and die and get stepped on, whales and fish and sea stuff grow
up and die and all that, none of them having to feel stupid about shoveling
snow for nobody's good. Or having to fight through the death of a favorite
fish. They don't know. They do these idiot circles. Me, I have a straight
line of things that happen, like before or after high school, or Mom.
Anything. Right now? Right now it's this. Before this, or now. This.
(Pause.)
Burton, you know her better than me. Will she be back? Of course she
will, she lives here. Jesus, listen to me. I'll be honest with you, Burton. I
don't want to freeze. Or starve. Or get eaten by a coastal wolf. Don't look
at me like that, Burton, when's the last time you went outside in January?
Huh? I'd give you ten minutes. Maybe. That's with no wind. Face it, you
belong in Guatemala; I'll outlast you by a good half'hour. Tropical sissy.
But it doesn't make much difference, because we're both goners if push
comes to shove. We are. Fucking Plymouth.
(Pause.)
Snow. Snow. Snow. It's snowing. The driveway is filling up.
(Pause.)
The seed just won't do it, huh? I think there's some bologna left in the
fridge. Do you want some bologna?
(Kevin crosses to the refrigerator, opens it, and digs out a package of
bologna. He begins dicing it into small chunks for Burton.)
It's really coming down out there. It'll stop.
(Kevin brings the bite'sized bologna feed to Burton's cage.)
Here you go. Try that.
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(Pause.)
Go on.
(Pause.)

IPs really snowing. Maybe I should shovel again. But goddammit, when I
do, each load on the shovel seems more stupid. Scoop lift flip, scoop lift
flip. You stop caring about the snow that falls off the edges. About getting
the bottom three—quarter inch layer, that's packed into ice. About
anything. IPs just movement. And by this time I know how many times
I've already shoveled that particular cubic foot or whatever. Yesterday
and the day before. And before that. For a long time. For ever. For always.
You can only hide in that sort of thing so long. Maybe just me. People go
away and don't come back. Like Mom. Mom did not come back at all. But
this one will. Won't she, Burton? You know I miss her. She just pisses me
off. She said Tuesday, but she got delayed. The Plymouth needed some
work.
(Pause.)
Burton, will you please eat, for chrissakes? I miss her.
(Pause.)

i

Burton, goddammit, I miss her. If you don't eat in ten seconds I'm going to
throw you in the oven. Do you understand? Burton. Okay; I love her. It's
true, I'm in love with her. Five, six, seven...I miss her very much and I love
her brains out. Eat. Eight, nine, nine and a half, nine and
three-quarters...! love her and I'll tell her so. I will. Swear to God, I will,
just back me up. Okay? Ten!
(Pause.)
That's good. Good. Nibble. Nibble. Now bite the son of a bitch. Oh ho!
Ho ho ho! Good work, Burton, good work. Eat eat eat. Bite like a madman,
Burton. Ho ho ho.
(Pause.)
I really was going to throw you in the oven.
CURTAIN
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THROUGH THE NIGHT
Through the night it had rained
And collecting in the gutters
Spilled out, passing
From the ledge of the spire:
Whittled from rock,
Our church endures
The grating of the seasons.
Today we gather in the body
Of pale christ to firm an image
Of ourselves, to dispel in prayer
Doubt:
The morning sky is slanted in grey.
For a scrutinizing hour,
We, the congregation, fit
Together with infinite care
The splinters of glass
Shattered from a window
Broken in the night.
We join hands and clap:
We embrace with a thunder
That scares our children:
We smile broadly and wink
And clutch the Lord.

Samuel Truitt
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TOWARD A VISIONARY EUCHARIST
"What am I? I am myself a word spoken by God.
Can God speak a word that does not have any meaning?"
Thomas Merton
The Reading
It is with him as with his archetype:
Shoved from the incredulous ship as it goes
down unaccountably, he hits the brine,
the frigid, unyielding salt, first with the
right side of his head, then with his shoulder.
He swallows not air, but sucks into
his belly the horrific coldness of the
ocean. His brain wheezing, he looks up
at the splayed sun that pommels the surface of
the water: it seems eons of bursting
lungs away, but he kicks hard and is thrust
through the green rush into the bright, sharp air.,
He floats, panting. He blinks. Submerging to
loosen his leaden shoes, he can not see
the dark form contemplating his movements.
His head again above water, he flicks
his hair from his throbbing eyes, yearning
for his glasses. The shape unseen behind him
moves. Turning to seek the floundering ship,
he sees instead a spout blast above the
waves. Shaken in his myopia, he
screams. It silently continues toward him;
he hurls his arms against the water. Was
. it placidly sifting plankton through its
Venetian blinds, or did it lunge at him
with a voracious, hanging jaw? He could
not tell, but as he twists his neck to
check, a whitecap rolls into his squinting
face. He inhales the grainy water, and sinks
again. As he kicks hysterically toward
the febrile sun, Leviathan reaches him.
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Language ceases, and the soul cannot pray.
Though we stride closer toward omnipotence
each day, it is in these mortal, shrieking
moments that we wonder whether Something,
Some far, benign and naibridden Someone,
still will move in our sullen existence.
Ask: Will he, as ancient myths suggest, be
borne home among ivory stalactites
or might his rags be found as ambergris?
Touch Thou our eyes with Thy spittle and dust.
Prayers of the People:

The Kyrie
She gasps on an aseptic slab, cradling
her doll. The conception which was rutted
in the back seat of a steamy Ford now
slides, like factory sludge on a river,
down her trembling, hairless, cheerleader legs.
Swooping down from a telephone wire, the
red'bird lands on the snow'Covered feeder.
At the base of the attached hose, his throat
opens and closes: the amputee still
breathes, though mechanically slow and rasping.
His eyes roll in shapeless screams as his hand
flails above the gauze over his fresh stump.
It cocks its head; bows; cracks a frozen seed,
then streaks scarlet, tumbling up toward white skies.
Fumbling for a pinker shade in which to •
encase her sagging, unadmired cheek, the
whore yawns. The facade in her cracked mirror
stretches its flesh taut over the jutting
skull, which encroaches on her days like rent.

23

Its bright, soaring blur shreiks of One, the crimson
of Whose hand pales even the cardinal's harsh hue.
Oh Living Blood, mold and heal Thou our sight.
The Agnus Dei
The naked queue waits, shorn of hair (except
the trembling triangles between hips) and name.
The convulsive air breathes sweet, voiceless flesh.
My God, my God, why hast Thou forsaken me?
Blank, grave years from those camps, a monk chanting
the Agnus Dei shudders. Seeing all, he yet
will sing to the One rekindled from dust.
In Silence, Before
the Breaking of the Bread
Lord, we are not worthy to receive You,
but only say the word and we shall see.

Pam Welsh
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THE INN
Gregg O. Courtad
It was raining furiously
now and James Wilcot was
beginning to wish he had
stopped in at the last motel
about ten miles back. Beside
him, his wife Irene sat silently
in the passenger seat, her
eyes anxiously following the
objects that seemed to fly
across the road, driven by
winds that forced even the
largest palm trees to bow in
homage.
"If it doesn't quit raining
soon I'll have to pull over,"
he said quietly. "I should
have stopped at the motel in
Bradford."
Irene nodded slowly.
"The radio may claim it's
only a tropical storm but I
have never seen anything like
this," he continued.
Around them the storm
unleashed itself across the
Texas countryside. At times,
the car seemed to be pushed
and pulled by an unseen
hand. The afternoon sun was
lost in clouds and the
darkness was broken only by
occasional streaks of lightning
flashing off and on like a badly
connected light.
Something hit the roof of
the car then bounced into
obscurity. James and Irene
shot nervous looks at one
another.
"A town's got to be coming

up soon—it's been miles since
we've seen anything."
His faltering voice was
anything but reassuring.
Irene sank back into her seat
wondering how a storm that
had seemed so harmless could
have become such a deadly
enemy.
"There's something up the
road."
Through the rain'distorted
windshield they could see a
large white sign just beyond
them. Its letters were barely
discernible in the darkness.
James stopped the car in front
of it.
"It's a hotel. Some place
called "Gardiner's Inn," a
thousand yards ahead."
The Buick continued down
the road until it turned onto an
impressive driveway flanked
by huge stone pillars. At the
end of a winding drive, sur*
rounded by violently swaying
trees and shrubs, stood a
shuttered mansion encircled
by lacy wooden porches. One
enormous tower sprouted
from a corner.
"This is really charming,"
said Irene. "What's it doing
out in the middle of
nowhere?"
"It must be an old planta*
tion house someone's
remodeled."
James examined the hotel
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curiously; he had always
been fascinated with old
buildings. The bright light
escaping through the slats of
the latched shutters gave the
windows the false appearance
of being crossed by horizontal
iron bars as if in a kind of
mock prison. In some places
the wooden gingerbread had
fallen away, spoiling the in'
tricate design of the eaves
and porch railings. One of the
shutters on the dark top floor
of the tower was loose, flapp'
ing wildly in the wind like a
swinging door out of control.
A loud crash burst the air
on the passenger's side of the
car. One of the majestic trees
had given way to the wind.
Its branches narrowly missed
hitting the car as it made its
way down the long gravel
driveway. Everything came
to a standstill as James paus'
ed for a moment to recover
from the shock.
"That was so close," Irene
began, clutching her purse.
Her eyes raced with the
windshield wipers. "You
know ever since I was a little
girl I've always been afraid of
storms. It's just as if all your
imaginary fears come alive
with the lightning and
thunder."
He said nothing to reassure

her as she had hoped he
would. Instead, he lifted his
foot from the brake and
started driving again. As they
drew closer, he glanced ahead
once more to get another look
at the inn. He didn't see it.
What he did see should not
have been there. It was
another old building, a
memory from the past. Once
he had known it so well and
he had feared it so complete'
ly. Within its brick walls he
had felt like a corpse waiting
for its coffin lid to be shut.
There it seemed existed the
boundary between life and a
kind of netherworld. It was
the asylum; where insanity
was a blessing and sanity was
hell.
His hands shook so forceful'
ly that he thought he might
lose his grip on the steering
wheel. He tried to turn away
but even as he looked out his
side window the asylum
followed him. No longer did
he see the road. He saw only
the asylum on the hill, its tall
chalk'white walls and arched
eyedike windows which
seemed to be ever watching.
Every sense he had focused
on the asylum, building the
image so vividly that he could
almost touch the pointed iron
crestings on the steep man'
sard roof and the branches of
the elm, long dead, which
stood rotting in front of the
asylum.
Irene screamed. A tree
seemed to be lunging at the
car like a shadowy hand.
James slammed his foot on the
brake; the vehicle halted just
short of its massive trunk.
"You could have killed us."
Her voice was calm in spite of

the frozen look in her eyes.
She took her trembling hands
from her ashen face waiting
for him to say something, but
he turned to her saying
nothing. She saw he wasn't
really looking at her; his eyes
were empty and his face was
twisted strangely as though
he were recalling a painful
memory.
"James?" She shook him
lightly. A sense of recognition
swept over his face.
"Irene." He whispered her
name as if it were foreign to
him.
"James, are you all right? A
moment ago you looked at me
as if you didn't know me."
Tm fine," he said blankly.
He could see in her eyes that
she didn't believe him. "Real'
ly Irene, everything is all
right."
But it wasn't, and the
hallucination he had just ex'
perienced was just another
reminder of how his past
would not release its grip on
his life. He wondered now if
he had been wise in conceal'
ing so much from Irene. In the
beginning, before they had
married, it had been a comfort
to know she could never re'
ject him because of his past.
Yet lately, at times, they
were like strangers and he
thought it must have
something to do with the feel'
ing that he could never be
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totally open to her. She was
not his first wife, although
she did not know this.
Sometimes when he held her
at night, he felt she sensed
that he had been intimate
with someone else—more in'
timate than he could ever be
with her. She had never said
anything, but her eyes
always revealed the hurt
deep within, that her voice
could not express.
His first wife had been nam'
ed Janice and she had died a
violent death. There was lit'
tie else he remembered about
her. His fragmented memory
was like some bizarre collage
of nameless faces. Except for
partial recollections that
made no sense, he had forgot'
ten everything up to the mc
ment he discovered that he
had been committed to Muir'
field Institution, an ancient
asylum at the top of a grassy
knoll. From then on it was a
struggle to convince the at'
tendants he was sane—and
when that failed he seized a
chance, escaping one rainy
night over the high stone
wall. He left behind his real
name, Scott Elliott, and all
that had been a part of it.
Somehow he had managed to
rebuild his life under a new
identity. Now he was deter'
mined that his new life would
survive, even if it meant that
his past would forever remain
a mystery to him.
The vehicle pulled up in
front of the long stairs leading
to the main entrance. They
climbed them to the veranda,
clutching the railing to pre'
vent the winds from blowing
them to the ground. They
opened two imposing double

doors and entered a long nar*
row room. At the end of the
room the front desk stood
empty. Irene tapped a silver
bell on the desk and it rang
out in a shrill, almost un'
earthly, tone.
"May I help you?" It was
more a demand than a queS'
tion. A thin woman eyed
them coldly from behind the
counter, her body as rigid as a
statue.
"Yes. My wife and I were
caught in the storm. We're
hoping that you have an emp'
ty room we could rent."
"I see. We usually require a
reservation; however, we do
have several vacancies and in
view of the storm I don't see
how we could deny you a
room. After all, you won't get
very far in this weather."
To James the woman
sounded as if she were speak'
ing to someone else. Her
words were not projected at
him and her eyes were sunk
so deeply into her skull that
she seemed to be watching
him through binoculars. She
brought out the hotel
registry, a thick, ancient book
bound with leather. He sign'
ed it and then paid her the
amount she asked for. In'
troducing herself as "Mrs.
Rose Greenfield, * n she
directed them to the stairs
telling them that her husband
would bring their luggage in
and park their car for them.
James felt a little uneasy
about giving her his car keys.
Mrs. Greenfield led them
up a spiral staircase, passing
through an elegant hall lined
with portraits in gilt frames.
She unlocked a door and

showed them in.
"My husband will be here
shortly with your luggage. If
you should need anything
you can reach the office by
phone. The guest lounge is
beyond the double doors just
off the foyer. Dinner will be
served at six o'clock in the
room adjoining the lounge."
She started to leave but then
added "We also request that
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you do not go beyond the
doors at the end of this hall.
Our family quarters are
located there and we do ask
our guests to respect our
privacy." She departed, hav'
ing completed her speech
without displaying the
slightest amount of emotion.
"She certainly is a strange
woman," remarked Irene.
"Yes she is. And this place
is strange. It looks more like
some old manor house than a
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hotel."
"I like it."
I'm glad, because I
wouldn't want to pay this
much for something you
didn't. This is going to take a
big bite out of our vacation
money."
"Don't worry about it,
dear. You worry too much.
You've got to learn to relax."
There was a knock at the
door. It was Mr. Greenfield
with their luggage. He was a
huge man, whether fat or
over'muscled they could not
tell. Without waiting for
them to thank him he slipped
into the hallway.
"No tip?" said James, amaz'
ed.
"That man's as weird as his
wife." Irene opened the suit'
cases which were lying on the
floor by the vanity.
"Not quite." James sat
down on the bed. "She has
the funniest look in her eye,
just like she's getting ready to
kill you."
"Don't be so paranoid,
dear," laughed Irene. In the
mirror she saw James' smile
fade and his face began to
twitch as if he were experien'
cing terrible pain. She
remembered the strange look
he'd had in the car.
"Darling?"
"What?" He snapped out of
1«.

it.

"You've been acting so
strangely lately. I want you
to get some rest tonight.
You've overworked yourself
just so we could go on this
vacation."
James nodded, lying down
on the bed. Paranoid. He felt
hot around the temples at the
mention of "paranoid." Irene

brought the portable hair
dryer out, unaware of the
significance of "paranoid" to
her husband. It meant no
more to her than "Scott
Elliott" would have, had she
ever heard it. She finished
drying her hair and searched
through her jewelry box like a
pack rat hunting for
something shiny.
"What are you doing?"
"I'm dressing up a little.
I've been cooped up in the car
so long that I just want to
talk to people and unwind.
I'm going down to the guest
lounge."
"I'd go with you but I'm too
tired."
"Why don't you take a
nap?"
"I will if you promise me
you'll stay away from the old
men."
"You..." She tossed a black
necklace at him. After dabb'
ing some perfume behind her
ears she leaned over and kiss'
ed his lips. "I'll wake you at
dinner," she whispered soft'
ly, stroking his chin. "You get
some sleep." Then she slip'
ped quietly out of the room.
James lay on the bed with
his hands folded in back of his
head, staring at the ceiling.
Something about the place
was eerie. It was all
familiar—the Victorian com'
fort of the room, the raised
basement so typical of coastal
Texas, the twcstoried porch
that
ran along the
building—all these things
made him feel as if
somewhere he had seen the
hotel before. Perhaps he had
seen it in a travel guide. He
mused about this awhile
before settling into a troubled

sleep where he dreamed he
was entrapped in a giant bird
cage, taunted by screaming
lunatics. He tried to escape
but his arms kept getting
caught between the bars of
the cage.
Awaking an hour later, still
trembling from his dream, he
rolled over on his side and
bumped into something. It
began to move across his feet.
At the foot of the bed, coiled
and poised as if preparing to
attack was an enormous black
water moccasin.
For a moment he froze, his
blood turned to ice, his heart
pounding loudly. At first the
snake made no attempt to
change its position, then it
struck suddenly, burying
sharp fangs deep in his flesh.
In a fit of rage and terror
James seized the snake. His
hands were fixed tightly
about its slithery body as it
struggled to break free of his
grasp. The snake was far from
spent when he began to
realize that it was breaking
apart. He could hear a
strange clattering that he had
not heard before and what re'
mained of Irene's black
necklace fell to the floor as he
weakly released it.
He burst out of the room,
unable to stand it any longer.
He was angry with himself
for having allowed Irene to
talk him into visiting his
parents in Corpus Cristi.
Ever since she had first men'
tioned the vacation in coastal
Texas, the hallucinations had
begun. He blamed it all on his
working extra hours so that
they could afford the trip.
The first incident had OC'
curred shortly after he had
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returned home from a rough
day at work. He'd glimpsed
an image of a bloody hand in
the mirror he had stopped at
to comb his hair. After that
he kept catching disfigured
bodies in the corners of his
eyes. The faces were always
marked with the same
distorted expression that
made him feel like a scream
was stuck in his throat. He
kept silent about these vi'
sions but he knew that Irene
suspected something. A few
times he'd emerged from a
room, his face as white as a
full moon. She'd look at him
in that quiet way of hers that
told him she knew things
were not right.
But somehow he must make
them right. He started
downstairs to be with her, to
feel safe with her. Halfway
down the hall he heard heavy
footsteps trodding on the
carpet. A man trotted up the
steps wearing a gray business
suit that his green tie did not
match.
"Hello there," he extended
his hand warmly to James,
"name's Murdock, Dave
Murdock."
"James Wilcot."
"That is one heck of a
storm out there."
"Yes, it is."
"Here on vacation?"
"Sort of. My wife and I
were caught in the storm."
"Me too."
The inn was suddenly rock'
ed by a clap of thunder.
"That sounded close. I'd
better go downstairs and see
how my wife is weathering
the storm. She hates
thunder."
"I don't blame her. See you

later."
Murdock disappeared into
one of the rooms. James pro'
ceeded down the hall, then
stopped at one of the poc
traits. There was something
haunting in the thin yet love
ly face that wore a grotesque
smile, framed by long auburn
hair. There was something in'
comprehensibly cold in the
chestnut eyes that made
them seem like two crystal
brown marbles. James shud'
dered.
"She's lovely, isn't she?"
Mrs. Greenfield stood behind
him.
James nodded. "Who is
she?"
"She's my sister, Jill. She's
been dead for six years. I had
her portrait put here with all
the others. They're all of my
family—we've run this inn
since 1893. That was the
year we got out of sugar cane.
We built this as a plantation
house in 1881."
"How did she die?" James
wondered why it should mat'
ter to him.
"Her car went off a bridge
into a creek the morning after
a storm. We never found
her."
up
u
1 m sorry.
"That's all right. We're a
close family. There isn't
anything that one of us
wouldn't do for the other.
We pulled together and we
survived. We always will."
She looked at her watch. "It's
almost time for dinner, Mr.
Wilcot. Perhaps you should
join the other guests."
He started to go and then
he remembered something.
"Mrs. Greenfield, Tve been
meaning to tell you that one

of the shutters on the tower
is loose and it's swinging in
the wind."
Every muscle in the clerk's
face seemed to tighten and
then she said very calmly.
"Thank you, Mr. Wilcot. I'll
see that it is attended to at
once." She departed through
a massive door at the end of
the hall.
He stood for a moment,
wondering what to make of
this strange woman. He
thought that Murdock might
not know that dinner was go'
ing to be served very soon
and decided to tell him. Mur'
dock did not answer when
James tapped on his door.
Since the door was ajar,
James saw no harm in opening
it to see if the man was sleep'
ing. He found the room in
chaos; broken bits of a mirror
and a lamp lay strewn about
the room. Blood was spat'
tered everywhere. On a chair
David Murdock's mouth
gaped in mute protest from
his severed head.
He reeled backwards as a
nauseous feeling rose from his
stomach. He staggered down
the stairs and feebly pushed
open the doors to the guest
lounge. It was empty. Falling
to his knees, he crawled into
the dining room, finally forc
ing a squeak that grew into a
shout.
"M...mur...der. Murder."
The people around him
stared and rose from their
seats. Irene was at his side,
helping him to his feet.
"What is it? I was just
about to get you."
"Irene, listen to me. Some'
one has been murdered in
room 206."
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"What?"
"His name was Dave Mur'
dock. Someone stabbed him
to death."
"Who? Who killed him?"
"I don't know. We've got
to call the police."
"What good will that do?
They'll never get here in the
storm," said an old man.
"We have to do something.
There's a murderer running
loose."
"What do you mean?" It
was Mrs. Greenfield.
"Someone's been murdered
in your hotel," barked a man
in a striped shirt who seemed
to want to take control.
"Whoever was in 206 is
dead."
Mrs. Greenfield's face pah
ed to ivory. She scratched the
back of her neck as if it itched
terribly.
"That's not possible. Room
206 is unoccupied."
A wave of silence rippled
across the room.
"I saw a man dead in that
room," said James.
"There is no one in that
room." hissed Mrs. Green'
field.
"I've heard enough. I'd like
to see the room myself,"
shouted the man in the

striped shirt. The crowd mur'
mured its assent.
"There is nothing to see."
"I'll decide that for myself."
He strode out of the room,
the crowd following close
behind.
When they reached the se
cond floor hallway, James
noticed intantly that
something was wrong, The
door, which in his mad flight
he had left wide open, was
closed.
"It's locked!" The man rat'
tied the knob.
"It should be," said Mrs.
Greenfield.
"Are you going to unlock it
or am I going to break the
door down?"
The clerk produced a set of
keys. Her hands shook a little
as she inserted the key. James
squeezed Irene's hand. The
door swung open with a click.
The crowd gasped. The four

corners of the room gleamed
spotlessly. A cool breeze
spilled into the room through
a raised window. Mrs.
Greenfield walked across the
room and lowered it.
"I don't understand. I
saw...
The other guests gave
James a strange look. Irene
took his arm and he sank into
the chair, burying his face in
his hands. The guests shook
their heads and started down
the hall.
"I must have left the win'
dow open when I was clean'
ing this morning. I guess I'm
very lucky that the wind is
coming from another direc
tion or I'd have a very wet
room." She seemed very
shaken by the whole thing.
"Mrs. Greenfield," Irene's
voice was the softest that
James had ever heard it, "I
want you to know that my

€&,
v.v,

7<

Vv,\

>1

I

>'4

x-

m
r''

j

Hk

v

f/'

V

(U

7/j

•

PPaSs

•V

Pi

fcV '

r

ui

1

•a
r-

fM

I

V*

Roberta Bair
30

husband would never
deliberately do something like
this. He hasn't been well late'
ly. I should have gotten him
to a doctor sooner. I'm very
sorry."
"So am I." The woman
straightened a picture on the
wall.
They left her and quietly
returned to their room. James
felt like a lost child.
"It really happened. Irene,
you believe me, don't you?"
She only replied that she
thought he needed more rest.
He noticed she had found her
broken necklace but she said
nothing about it. Both of
them avoided one another for
several minutes. Finally,
James took her hand.
"If I could prove to you
that David Murdock was
here, would you believe me
then?"
Irene looked down at the
floor.
"If you could prove that,
then it would mean he was
here."
"And you don't think he
was."
"I didn't say that." She
could not look at him. He
started toward the door.
"Where are you going?" she
asked, alarmed.
"I've got to find some
evidence that Dave Murdock
was here. I'm not a lunatic. I
know it was real."
"What are you going to
do?"
"I'm going to check the
hotel registry to see if he sign'
ed in or if they've tried to
scratch his name out. All the
guests sign in ink. I'd like to
see how they can try to
obliterate that evidence. And

if they have effectively done
that, then I'll keep on sear'
ching until I find something.
There has to be."
"You make it sound as if
there is a conspiracy to cover
something up."
"What else could it be?"
He opened the door. She
reached for her purse and
jumped up.
"I'm going with you."
They slipped cautiously in'
to the entry. Within the
yellowing pages of the
registry were recorded names
of everyone who had ever
been a guest at the inn. Irene
read aloud all the names on
the last page with writing;
she whispered so that Mrs.
Greenfield could not' hear.
When she had finished she
still held the book as if there
were more names to read, but
James could tell from the way
her eyes were cemented to
the page that Dave
Murdock's name was not
there. He turned away from
her. Over and over again, or
so it seemed to him, he traced
the swirls in the wallpaper.
An unnatural silence hovered
as Irene stood as still as
something pasted onto the
wall, afraid even to breathe
too loudly. After a moment,
as if to keep herself from be
ing sealed in a vault of
silence, she threw the book
onto the desk. It was heavy
and tipped off the edge where
she had tossed it, striking the
floor with a heavy thud.
Both of them froze, expee
ting Mrs. Greenfield to enter
the room at any moment.
When she did not appear,
Irene bent over to pick up the
book. It had fallen open and

the back of it looked like it
was broken. At the top of the
page it had opened to where
someone had boldly scrawled
his signature in black ink. The
name was unmistakable.
"James." He was still star'
ing at the wall. "James, some'
one named David Murdock
dock was at this inn." She
was so excited that she did
not even notice that he did
not turn to look at her. "But
James," suddenly her voice
was cracking, "this is dated
six years ago."
Something exploded in his
skull and the room began to
spin. A red mist seemed to
cover everything, as though
he'd gotten blood in his eyes.
He heard terrible screams
echoing down the halls and
his hands were smeared with
something that was wet and
warm and sticky. Suddenly
he found himself on a bridge
and two headlights lunged at
him like the eyes of an attack'
ing snake. Now he was strug'
gling against something that
was all around him. He felt as
if he were drowning in
gelatin. His hand grabbed
something and he pulled
himself from the surging mass.
For a while he was clawing at
something that oozed through
his fingers and then he had
the sensation of sleeping. It
seemed to him that while he
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slept his body divided itself
and the different halves
began to float in opposite
directions. He was awakened
by something that looked like
a giant black worm crawling
across his feet. He started to
scream and he didn't stop
screaming until a man in a
white coat stuck a needle in
his arm. Then all he saw were
masses of men in white coats
and the floor was cold and
hard, and striped by the bars
on the windows.
"James." Irene's voice was
soothing. He slowly turned to
look at her. Blood trickled
down his chin from where he
had bitten his lower lip, and
she stared at the thin red
stream. "James?"
"I'm starting to remember."
"Remember what?"
"Remember what happen'
ed the night Janice and I
checked in here. It was the
same night that Murdock
checked in."
"Who was Janice?"
He took the registry from
her and pointed to a name on
the page.
"Janice Elliott."
"Who was she?"
His reponse was brutal in
its simplicity:
"My wife."
Irene leaned against the
desk for support.
"Where is she now?"
"She's dead. She died that
night."
"How did she die?"
"She was murdered." He
was surprised at how easy it
had all been to say. It gave
him the courage to tell her
that his real name was Scott
Elliott. She just stared at him.
"Who killed her?"

"Killed who?" Her eyes
were unnerving him.
%%
Janice. Who killed
Janice?" Her face was so
tense that she thought her
jawbone might snap.
At that moment thunder
rocked the inn. The lights
flickered as if they were mak'
ing a decision and then
darkness filled the room like a
pungent odor. He stared at
her as if she had evaporated
with the light and he could no
longer distinguish her form
from the blackness which
enveloped him.
"They said that I killed
her." He spoke as though his
soul had detached itself from
his body. Irene stepped back
from him. "They said that I
killed them all." he added in a
tone that sounded like a voice
on a radio nearly drowned by
static. Irene wanted to run
but she did not know where
to run to:
"Who did they say you kill'
ed?" she asked trembling.
He massaged his temples.
"Everyone. All the guests
at the inn."
"And did you?"
The darkness was pierced
by the dim light of a kerosene
lamp. Mrs. Greenfield follow'
ed holding it.
"Oh, you're here. I was
headed upstairs to tell you
not to be alarmed. We have a
back'up generator and my
husband should have it work'
ing any moment now."
Her tone was so artificial
that they didn't know
whether to believe her or not.
Irene edged away from James
and toward the light.
"The other guests are all
finishing dinner in the dining

hall. Perhaps you'd like to
join them..." continued Mrs.
Greenfield.
She stopped as the lights
came back on. James and
Irene laughed nervously.
"Well I guess that solves
that problem." said Irene.
"James, you look tired,
honey. Why don't you go
upstairs and rest. I'll be right
up. I just want to grab
something to eat."
He didn't want to go; he
had to tell her that he hadn't
killed them. But he couldn't
tell her that because he didn't
know. Somehow the memory
of the killings were blocked
from his mind. Just before she
was out of sight he looked
back over his shoulder at her.
Those eyes told him that she
didn't believe him. Without
really knowing why he began
to cry.
"I think he's had a nervous
breakdown." whispered Irene
when she was sure he had
gone. "He's obviously looked
at the registry and
hallucinated about it. He
thinks that someone killed all
these people." She pointed to
the book which James had left
on the front desk. "He even
told me that his real name is
Scott Elliott."
Mrs. Greenfield almost
dropped the lamp.
"I should have known it
was him! But he looks dif
ferent. He's lost weight." She
set the lamp down.
"What do you mean?"
"Mrs. Wilcot, when your
husband told you about all
those murders he wasn't ly'
ing. They really happened
and he killed those poor pec
pie."
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"But how can this be? He's
my husband!"
"He's a murderer! I'm
sorry, but it's true. He was
put in an asylum for the
criminally insane. He escaped
five years ago. They've been
hunting for him ever since
then. He's a very dangerous
man."
Irene wanted to break
something. She pulled on her
dress sleeve so hard that it
tore.
"If what you're saying is
true then we must isolate him
from the other guests. Is
there some other room?"
Mrs. Greenfield shook her
head. "All the rooms are adja'
cent to the second story
porch. From there he can get
to any room."
"What about the tower?
That room doesn't lead to the
porch."
"No, he can't go there!"
The intensity of her outburst
took Irene totally by surprise.
The clerk looked down at her
hands, now clenched tightly
together and added slowly.
"My husband has stored a lot
of valuable antiques up
there."
"I guess we'll have to try
just locking him in his room."
She felt strange saying that
someone who had always
been so gentle was now so
dangerous.
A few minutes later Irene
was handing James a cup of
coffee laced with sleeping
pills. James looked up at her
without speaking. He had
hoped that she would say
something about the bloody
handprint on the door so that
he would know it was not
another hallucination. When

she did not say anything
about it, he let his head fall
upon the pillow. It did not
take him long to fall asleep.
Mrs. Greenfield was waiting
for Irene in the hall when she
tip'toed out of the room.
"I think he'll be quiet for a
while." whispered Irene.
Mrs. Greenfield nodded.
"Oh, I see you wiped off the
door. I wonder who did that.
The last thing he needs is for
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someone to smear ketchup on
the door. He'd think it was
blood."
"It was ketchup." said
Mrs. Greenfield emphaticah
ly.

"I don't doubt it." Irene
thought her outburst was
peculiar but she didn't say
anything about it.
"Just to be sure you're safe
you may stay in my sitting
room tonight if you like."
"Thank you."
"There's a sofa there you
can sleep on. I'm sure you'll

be safe there."
"You're very kind." Irene
touched her arm and followed
her down one long hallway to
the private apartments of the
hotel. As they turned a cor'
ner they were almost knocked
down by Mr. Greenfield.
"Jill is out!" he shouted to
his wife. With a trembling
hand he clutched his face. "I
was up there fixing that shut'
ter and she scratched me."
"You know she's like that
when she's scared. You
should have been more
careful." She turned to Irene.
"Jill is a very nervous cat.
Thunder upsets her. He
knew that." Her face was
almost colorless when she
hissed at her husband "Well
go and find her before
something happens." He
dashed down the hall. "She's
likely to bite someone." she
explained to Irene.
By now Irene was so upset
about James that she could
have cared less about the
Greenfields' neurotic cat. She
just wanted to sleep. Mrs.
Greenfield showed her to a
small room and she lay down
on the sofa. After bringing
her a blanket the woman
started to leave but then she
stopped for a moment and
said over her shoulder, "I
know it must be very painful
for you. It's always painful
when you find out that some'
one you love is insane." Irene
watched her close the door
and then she heard her run'
ring down the hall.
James tossed himself awake
after another nightmare. The
storm was still very much
alive and he covered his head
with the pillow to drive out
its rumbling, when he noticed
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another noise mixed in with
the thunder—a scraping
noise. It sounded like steel
against glass and it was com'
ing from the window. He
made his way over and threw
open the curtains.
In a flash of lightning he
saw a dark figure huddled
against the window, bran'
dishing a knife. Her hair was
fluttering wildly in the wind
and her eyes seemed to con'
tain the madness and the
power of the storm. Seeing
him, she screamed and began
pounding the window with
the knife.
In the darkness James grab'
bed something off a shelf and
threw it at her. It was a
bookend and it smashed
through the window. The girl
shrieked and fled.
James opened the window
and screamed into the storm,
"You killed Janice!" He could
see it all now. Every detail of
the night she had died was as
clear as if the murders had
just occured. He could even
hear the people screaming as
she killed them. A tremen'
dous sense of relief swept
through him. He had not kill'
ed her. He had not killed
anyone. And he was not
crazy. Now he didn't need to
be afraid any longer: he was
free.
Suddenly James felt dizzy
and he groped for the bed.
Before he could reach it he
collapsed on the floor, his
body shaking violently. He
was awakened in the morning
by Irene standing over him.
Until then it had not occur'
red to him that she had not
spent the night with him. He
did not ask her why.
"Check'out time, darling."

she said weakly.
In a few minutes they were
both downstairs. James
thought it rather odd that
Mrs. Greenfield was seated
at her desk as though she
were nervously awaiting
them. Irene glanced at her
anxiously.
"Oh, James, I left my purse
in our room. Could you get it
for me, honey?"
As he went upstairs he
heard her whispering to Mrs.
Greenfield about the broken
window. He had gone into
the room, retrieved the purse
and started back down the
hall when for the first time,
he noticed all the doors were
ajar. This struck him as being
curious and he rapped on one
of the doors. No one
answered. He pushed the
door open. An old woman lay
on the floor in a pool of her
own blood. She was very,
very dead. James rushed
down the hall throwing all
the doors open. Each room
told the same bloody story.
"Irene," he shrieked, prac'
tically throwing himself
downstairs. "It's happened
again. She's killed everyone.
They're all dead."
Mrs. Greenfield said
nothing. Irene looked away.
Don't you believe me?" He
went up to Irene and grabbed
her arm.
"Of course, darling." He
felt her shrink away from his
touch.
"I am not crazy," he
shouted at the top of his
lungs. "Do you hear me? I'm
sane. I'm sane. I'm sane.
These people are all dead.
Why aren't they coming
down? Why don't they tell
me to shut up? Because

they're dead." He noticed
something on Mrs. Green'
field's hand. "Mrs. Green'
field, why is your hand bam
daged?" He screamed at
Irene. "Ask her why her
hand is bandaged!"
"My cat bit me." was her
cool reply.
They heard the urn
mistakable sound of a vehicle
pulling up. Footsteps treaded
on the wooden floor of the
porch. A middle'aged man in
a policeman's uniform step'
ped into the entry. James was
ecstatic.
"So you knew I was right
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all along. Why didn't you tell
me? Why didn't you say you
had called the sheriff?"
"James, we didn't just call
the sheriff." said Irene softly.
Her eyes looked sick. "Dar'
ling, you'll feel better after
you've seen a doctor."
Two men with a strait
jacket crept in behind the
sheriff. James screamed. He
watched
the
golden
wallpaper melt like jelly and
ooze onto the floor. The
woodwork broke apart and
floated around the room.
They caught him on the
stairs and dragged him out to
the ambulance. Irene said
goodbye to Mrs. Greenfield,
apologizing for everything.
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nodded
woman
The
understandingly, a strange
smile on her lips. The sheriff
led Irene to his car. By this
time she was sobbing quietly.
Just before she got in she took
a last look at the inn. She saw
the tower had taken quite a
beating and was about to lose
a shutter. For a moment she
wondered if she were to go
back upstairs would she find
the guests lying murdered in
their beds. But only for a mc
ment.
"I don't understand how
this could have happened."
Irene wasn't crying anymore,
but her head was starting to
throb.
I'm sorry this had to hap'
pen to you." The sheriff told
her as they drove out of sight.
"You, and the Greenfields,
and all those innocent
people." He paused. "You
know, this has been par'
ticulary hard on Mrs. Green'
field. She lost her sister Jill
that night, a girl she raised
like her own daughter. Fool
girl tried to run down Elliott
with her car while he was
trying to get away. In the
storm she missed the bridge
and went straight into the
river. We found her car but
we never did find her body.
Probably was washed to
sea.
In the distance a shutter fell
from the battered tower of
the inn and a beautiful girl
stared at the car with cold
chestnut eyes. Her auburn
hair fluttered wildly in the
warm gulf breeze as she clut'
ched the black iron bars with
her
crimson
hands.
Somewhere inside the inn
someone woke up screaming.

Almost a figure
In a painting
By Chagall, the
Lone Amish man
In black cloak
Huddles against
The wall outside
The bus station,
Rocking from side
To side as if
He is rolling
A marble in
The curved brim
Of his hat.
With flushed hand
He removes steel
Framed glasses and
Rubs his eyes,
Irritated by the exhaust.
William Marchl
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PATRONS
The Hi\a staff would like to thank the following patrons for their support:

Kathryn Adkins
Agnes M. Ash
J. Atkinson
Schales and Mary Lu Atkinson
Charles L. Barr, Jr.
Dr. and Mrs. Peter Bogdan
Mary Bowers
Mr. and Mrs. John A. Caprio
John and Sally Daniels
Parents of Anne Duval
Dr. Mariusz Ehrlich
T. J. Eyerman
Rev. and Mrs. Harry Firth
Paulo E. Franco, MD
George L. Fonyo
Carol and Bill Freund
Anne and Dick Harrison
Fletcher Hodges III
Robert Horwitz
Pat and Jerry Irish
Mrs. Timothy L. Johnson

Mr. and Mrs. John LeBourgeois
Mr. and Mrs. David J. Loughlin
Joyce Mains
Harlene Marley
Dr. and Mrs. G. C. Marsh
Mr. and Mrs. Peter V. C. Morris
Mr. and Mrs. F. O'Donnell Northrup
Sue T. Overton
Mr. and Mrs. James M. Porter
Mr. and Mrs. Robert M. Quillin
Royal W. Rhodes
Deirdre and William A. Sauerbrey, Jr.
Mr. and Mrs. Paul A. Schmidt
Hon. and Mrs. David M. Shea
Mrs. Martha Sheppard
Drs. Moses and Susanne Spira
Mr. and Mrs. Robert C. Taranto
Mrs. Joan W. Tuttle
Minnie Ratliff Vance
Mr. and Mrs. Philip F. Welsh
Robert C. Williams

Mr. and Mrs. Donald P. Woulfe

Colonial Men's Wear, 101 South Main Street, Mount Vernon
G. R. Smith & Company, 101 South Mulberry Street, Mount Vernon
Heckler Drugs, 122 South Main Street, Mount Vernon
J.R. Michaels, 216 South Main Street, Mount Vernon
Printing Arts Press, Mount Vernon
Tomahawk Hollow, Quarry Chapel Road, Gambier
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Denham Sutcliffe Prize
is awarded to the author who has submitted the most enlightening critical
essay to Hika during the academic year.
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Awarded to Greg Polly '84

dgar Collings Bogardus Prize
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is awarded to an undergraduate whose poem or group of poems has endowed
Hika with a special excellence.
No Award 1982'83

The Rahming Prize for Art
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is named in honor of Norris Rahming, who served as Professor of Art at
Kenyon from 1937 to 1953. This prize is awarded to an undergraduate whose
artistic contributions to Hika have been of consistently high quality.
Awarded to Chris Shea '85 and Mary Sorenson '83

The Charles Monroe Coffin Prize
is awarded to an author whose short story, submitted during the academic
year, is judged best by the Hika staff.
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Awarded to Ellen Watson 85

The John C. Neff Prize
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Named in honor of Hika's first Editor-in-Chief, the John C. Neff prize is
awarded to the author whose expository prose is judged best by the Hika staff.
No Award 1982-83
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